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	1. Chapter 1

A/N: I should really be working on one of my other stories but this one took hold and I had to write it. This one is Shega and is a fix-it for the Citadel inspired by i-likecalibrations post on it. I'd like to thank JediSerenity82 for betaing this for me!

Hope you enjoy!

**Lost in Translation**

"_It'd take quite a few drinks and one of those once in a lifetime nights."_

The words were still ringing in Mia's ears as she stood up and hurriedly walked away from the couch. She wanted to make it up to her bedroom before the tears started. She had put herself out there and been shot down. She was embarrassed hurt and worst of all, humiliated. Never, ever again.

"_I'm certainly tempted. Should I roll with the party mood and give in to the feeling? Or stick with my gut?"_

"Don't worry about it;" shaking her head, she mumbled under her breath, "I've got more respect for myself and you than that." Quickly turning, she started to walk away.

"Lola," suddenly realizing he'd missed something and upset her, James jumped to his feet and started to follow.

As she passed by Garrus, he reached out and touched her arm, stopping her. "Shepard?" he asked, concerned for his friend.

"I told you," she whispered, voice cracking. Taking a calming breath, she continued, "I'm headed up to bed. Make sure to lock up after the party's over."

"Will do," he said, he stepping into James's path and stopping him from following Shepard.

Before anything else could be said, Mia was up the stairs and in her room. They watched as she slammed the door behind her and the lock indicator lit up. Turning a sharp eyed gaze on Vega, he stalked closer and asked, "What did you say to her?"

"I didn't," Vega started but Jacob, who was standing next to him, interrupted.

"Piche pendejo." _(Fucking idiot or fucking asshole, depending on your translation)_

"Hey!" James growled, muscles tensed and hands clenched into fists at his side, Glaring at the other man, "Cierra la boca o me callo por usted!" _(Shut your mouth or I'll shut it for you!)_

"Bring it big man," Jacob answered, though unsure what had been said. He knew a few curses words and vulgar names but that was about the extent of his knowledge. "I'm not the one that just shot down Shepard," he shot back. Not willing to back down, Jacob stood toe to toe with the bigger man.

"What?" Garrus said, staring at them harshly.

Without taking his eyes off his target, Jacob said, "Yeah," nodding at James, "Cabron, just turned her down after Shepard put herself out there." _(asshole or motherfucker)_

"I didn't," James hotly denied, jaw clenched tightly, "She's my friend and my commander; we were just flirting like we always do."

"Humans!" Garrus face palmed and shook his head. How could this man miss what everyone else saw? It may have been a game to James, but for Mia, it was something else entirely.

"Mia wasn't just playing," Jacob said from his spot on the couch, "She meant every word."

"No," James denied. He was just a grunt and she was Commander Shepard. She couldn't really want him. Could she?

"Yes, for some reason I don't understand," Garrus commented, "sit down and we'll explain a few things to you," as he sat down on the L-shaped couch, looking at both men.

"Alright," James said, re-taking his place on the couch. Leaning back, he crossed his arms and added, "Talk."

"You really don't get it," Jacob asked, disbelief coloring his words, "You don't see it."

"Explain it to me," James growled, tiring of the run around.

"You know why Cerberus put me on the Normandy?" Jacob questioned the other man.

"Aside from your military training," James allowed, "no."

"I was supposed to 'start a relationship' with Shepard, tie her to Cerberus and our cause," Jacob explained, "I tried to seduce her. She was kind but she never returned the attention, ever."

"Yeah," Garrus commented from his spot on the sofa, "I could've told the Illusive Man that part of the plan was doomed to failure."

"Why?" James asked, curious despite himself, "She flirts with me all the time."

"Just you," said Jacob.

"What?" James asked.

"Aside from one other," Garrus explained, "you're the only one she's ever noticed."

"And the other?" James questioned, curious.

With a very human like sigh, the Turian leaned back on the couch, "How much do you know about Lieutenant Kaidan Alenko."

"Not much," James admitted, relaxing at bit, uncrossing his arms and resting them on his knees, "Just that he served aboard the first Normandy with Shepard and he was killed on Virmire." 

Looking at the young Lieutenant, Garrus explained, "He was so much more than that to Shepard," stopping he took a swallow of his drink. "It's not my story to tell but Alenko died and a part of Shepard died with him that day," not breaking eye contact with James, "Or at least she thought it had."

"Shit!" the larger man cursed, resting his chin on his chest. He had no idea.

Since Vega had joined the military, he'd always looked up to the Commander and followed her career. She epitomized what it meant to be a soldier and she was everything he strived to be. He'd been upset to learn Shepard had been killed above Alcehera, he believed he'd lost any chance of meeting her. When she showed up two years later with Cerberus, of all groups, James had been thrilled that she was alive, even if she was working for the enemy.

That all changed at Fehl Prime. He'd made hard choices, sacrificed people for Intel in the hopes that it could save many more but it had all been worthless, after Shepard destroyed the Alpha Relay and defeated the Collectors. The way he'd dealt with his guilt was to blame her. If he was angry with Shepard he didn't have to deal with his own feelings.

He had been dragged back from Omega and assigned as Shepard's guard, when she deserted Cerberus and turned herself in to the Alliance. Shepard lost everything she held dear, her ship, her commission, and her very freedom. Yet she handled the whole thing with a grace and understanding that very few people possess. Hell, James knew he wouldn't have done half as well. Slowly his anger began to dissipate and his respect for her again began to grow. More importantly, he knew if she claimed the Repears would come, he had no doubt. She had been right so far, why doubt her now?

At first his flirting with her had been a way to make conversation and cover his nerves. Somewhere along the line though, James stopped noticing the soldier and saw the woman underneath and his banter had taken on a more serious edge. It became a way of releasing some of his pent up frustration. He wanted her but didn't believe she'd ever notice a grunt like him. It never occurred to James that she may actually want him too. And know, without even realizing it, he'd gone and fucked it up.

"What are you going to do about it?" Jacob asked, interrupting his thoughts.

"I don't know," James said, blowing out a frustrated breath and dragging his hands down his face.

"I can tell you what you're going to do," Garrus said, a stern look on his face. He was worried for Shepard. She was upset and alone because of a huge mess that could have been avoided if either one of them had really talked to the other and admitted their feelings.

"What?" James asked, looking at the Turian.

"Drag your sorry ass up those stairs and fix this situation," Garrus explained. Before James could speak, the Turain continued, "Both of you need to quit dancing around each other. Everyone," he said, he gestured to the room at large, "knows how you feel for each other."

"What if she doesn't feel the same way?" James asked, fidgeting. He just couldn't believe Shepard would want him that way.

Shaking his head, Garrus tapped the side of his nose and went on, "You can't hide your attraction." James blushed at the reminder of the Turian's more advanced senses, "And neither can she!" Pointing in the direction of Shepard's bedroom, Garrus ordered, "Now move, Marine!"

"Aye sir," James instinctively snapped off and stood up, before he realized what was happening. He shook his head and Garrus's mandibles flared out in amusement.

Reaching the bottom of the stair case, he looked up at the closed door and prayed he could fix this. Starting up the stairs, he wasn't sure exactly what he'd say to Mia, but he knew he couldn't keep dodging the issue anymore. Standing in front of the closed door, he knew he cared about her, had since before he actually met her, and hated the thought that he'd hurt her with his careless flirting. Knocking on the door, he waited for her to answer. After a few seconds, he knocked a second time and called, "Mia, open up please."

TBC

So after starting this I realized it will be a short story, maybe somewhere between 3-5 chapters. Review and let me know what you think…


	2. Chapter 2

_**A/N: I finished the next chapter of my Citadel fix it with James and Mia! Yay! Hope everyone enjoys! Let me know what you think! Thanks!**_

**Chapter 2**

Hurrying up the steps, Mia retreated into her bedroom and slammed the door closed behind her. Tears were already streaking down her cheeks as she reached back and engaged the door look. She wouldn't take a chance of someone following her into the sanctuary of her room.

Sitting down on the edge of her bed, she berated herself, "Stupid, stupid, stupid idiot."

James Vega was an enigma, a gorgeously muscled puzzle she couldn't figure out. From the first moment he was assigned as her guard while she was in custody on Earth, he was a walking contradiction she couldn't figure out. One moment he treated her with a deference and respect she was no longer entitled too, even when she told him he didn't have to call her "Commander" anymore. The next moment he was flirting with her and calling her "Lola." He'd toe the line between appropriate and not but he'd never step over it, even when she encouraged him too.

She was surprised to find, she wanted to flirt with him. That hadn't happened since Kaidan…his loss still hit her hard. They had been in love, planning a future together after Saren then the doomed mission to Virmire happened. She had been so sure she could rescue them both. She was Commander Shepard, she could do anything. Standing on that bridge, listening to everything go fubar, she had to choose not really believing she'd lose either of them. She went after Ashley first, thinking together they'd save Kaidan. She's been wrong, so heartbreakingly wrong.

When she reached Ashley's location she knew…when Saren showed up she knew…but it was too late. She couldn't save him. Instead she was forced to listen to the love of her life, her soul mate, die in the mud on that god forsaken planet. A part of Mia died with Kaidan that day; her heart was ripped out of her chest and torn into millions of tiny pieces. To this day Mia can't even look at Ashley without remembering the choice she been forced to make and all she lost.

"Kaidan," she whispered, picking up his picture from the night stand and gently running a finger along his cheek. She still missed him terribly. "Never would have happened if you were here."

Honestly, by the time she met James she'd thought made peace with her life and moved on. Someday, in the next life, Mia would see her soul mate again until then she'd save the galaxy for everyone else. So they could live in peace, laugh and love; all the things that were lost to her. She was fine with that. Or so she thought…

When James first walked into her rooms on Earth, something inside her took notice. Something she hadn't felt in a long time. He awoke something inside of Mia that she hadn't known was missing. James reminded her that she was a desirable woman, not just the Commander.

Lying back on the bed as she continued to cry, "I never should have listened to Garrus."

He had caught her lustfully watching the push up contest between James and Jacob, from a short distance away. Mia's eyes were focused on James, the look of concentration as he tried to win, the flexing and rippling of his muscles underneath his t-shirt and the way his cargos framed his tight ass. She felt of flash heat as her imagination ran away with her, dreaming of being underneath James, as he moved above her.

"Like what you're seeing?" he'd asked, startling Mia out of her thoughts.

"Oh Garrus! I didn't see you there," she said, trying to divert the conversation.

"I noticed," He snorted, "I can smell the pheromones from across the room. You two should get a room already."

"It's not like that," she replied with a sigh, "he doesn't think of me that way."

"I'm confused," he said, his mandibles flaring a little bit with agitation, "His words and his scent says he's most definitely interested. What am I missing?"

"We're just friends," Mia tried.

"James and I are friends," the Turian explained, "Tali and I," he stuttered to a stop and cleared his throat, "Bad example," he admitted, making Mia laugh, "But you and James are most definitely more than friends or you want to be."

"I am his commander," Mia explained, shaking her head, "There are rules and regs against such things."

"To hell with them," Garrus said, waving an arm, "With death so close, what does bending a few rules matter." At her frown he added, "Look at it this way, if something were to happen to one of you tomorrow what would you regret? Bending a rule or missing out on something with him?"

Shaking her head, eyes large with fear, she stammered out, "No, I can't."

"Shepard," her friend said, "Trust me, he wants you as much as you want him," and he touched the side of his nose. "What do you have to lose?"

'Everything!' she thought angrily.

She had stepped out on the edge, taken a chance and hit on James. Something Mia hadn't done or wanted to do, since she lost Kaidan, only to be shot down in front of all their friends. His words were still ringing in her ears, making her stomach ache with embarrassment and crushing her soul.

"_It'd take quite a few drinks and one of those once in a lifetime nights."_

Those few words had destroyed any hopes that Mia entertained about a possible relationship with James. She could admit to herself that she wanted more than a night from him. Who wouldn't? He was gorgeous, sweet, caring, and respected her not just as a woman (or so she thought) but as a worthy Commander too. In Mia's eyes, he was the total package. Unfortunately, as tonight proved, he didn't feel the same way about her and she didn't want someone who had to be blind drunk to even think about spending a night with her. She had more self-respect than that.

"Damn nosy Turians," Mia mumbled, as she rolled over and rested her head on the pillow, her back to the door. He couldn't leave well enough of alone. Even though she wanted more with James, she'd been content with his companionship and friendship; now that was gone too. There was no way she could face him after tonight. The best she could hope for was he'd get so drunk that he wouldn't remember much of the party and she could try and pretend it didn't happen. She knew though, after tonight nothing would be the same between them. She'd ruined it. "Damn him."

Looking at Kaidan's picture again, Mia said, "I miss you so much," before clutching it to her chest and sobbing in earnest.

Closing his eyes and taking a deep breath, James steadied himself. He prayed he hadn't blown it with Mia before he even got a chance. He'd been so shocked to find out she was serious, that she could be interested in a grunt like him. It just didn't seem possible, she was Commander fucking Shepard. Why would she want him?

Reaching out with a shaking hand, James knocked on the closed door and tensely waited for Mia to answer. When she didn't, he tried again. After waiting for a tense minute, he knocked a third time and called, "Mia please, open the door."

Listening closely, James was sure he heard her crying in the room, causing his breath to catch in the back of his throat and breaking his heart. He hadn't meant to upset her. He'd never intentionally hurt her. God, he was an idiot.

"Mia, I'm so sorry," James said, resting his head on the door, "I had no idea. Please open so we can talk."

Still nothing…

"Mia," he pleaded, knocking one last time.

She still didn't open the door…

"Fuck," he growled under his breath. He'd inadvertently hurt her and he hated himself for it. Turning, he leaned his back against the wall next to the door and slid down until he was sitting on the floor in next to it. He'd sit here and wait until she opened the door, no matter how long it took.

"I'm not leaving Mia," he warned her. "I'm staying until you're ready to talk to me."

Unsure how much time passed, James shook his head and tried to stretch his stiff muscles. It didn't really matter. He'd sit here until he got a chance to apologize to Mia. God, he was an idiot! Even if he didn't realize she was serious, he never should have made a joke about it.

"Damn," he mumbled, thumping the back of his head against the wall.

"Get out!" he heard Mia shout at the bedroom door flew open.

"What the," he started, "Mia?" he asked, surprised.

"You asshole!" she shouted, as someone tumbled out, Mia shoving them to the floor.

"Primitives," Javik slurred, clearly inebriated, "So sensitive." He stared up at Mia, eyes clearly looking her up and down lecherously.

Jumping to his feet, James stood beside Mia and running a hand down his face, trying to clear his head. "What happened?" he asked his commander.

She looked up at him and James could clearly see she had been crying. Her face was pale; her nose was red, eyes swollen and puffy. The knowledge that he was the cause of her tears hit him hard and he sucked in a breath.

"He was hiding in my bathroom, waiting for me to go to sleep," Mia started, anger building as she spoke. "He climbed into bed with me and he," she stuttered, "And he," she stopped and shook her head. After a moment Mia started again, spitting out, "He kissed me! Touched me! If I had been drunk," she stopped again.

James stepped between them, shielding Mia from Javik's gaze with his large frame. He could feel his own anger at the alien growing, "You touched the Commander?" he asked, "without her permission?"

Waving his hand dismissively, the alien said, "I am a Prothean and that is what primitives are good for after all. Why must I ask her permission?"

James moved so fast Mia couldn't stop him. He grabbed the smaller male up by the neck and slammed him into the wall repeatedly. Pulling a fist back, he smashed it into Javik's face. When he readied to do it a second time, Mia grabbed his arm, stopping him.

"James stop!"

Still holding the alien against the wall in a choke hold, he looked down at her as she held on to his arm and asked, "Why?"

"He's not worth it," she said, looking at Javik changing colors as he struggled in James's hold. "He's a pig," she said, "But he didn't get a chance to hurt me."

"He could have," James argued, "Would have if he'd gotten a chance."

"True," Mia agreed, "But he's drunk and I just don't," she stopped and shook her head, "Just let it go…please," she asked, looking up at him with pleading eyes. "For me."

James loosened his grip and let Javik's feet touch the ground but he didn't let him go. "For you," he agreed.

"Thank you," she told James. Turning to her other crewman, Mia said, vibrating with anger, "If you ever," she pointed a finger in his face, "Ever touch me or another woman again without her permission I'll kill you myself."

The Prothean didn't say a word but gave her a sharp not of acknowledgement.

"If she doesn't kill you," James vowed, glaring at the alien in his hold, "you'll wish she had when I get my hands on you!" Giving Javik a shove down the hall and making him stumble, "Get out of my sight!"

Together, they watched the alien continue down the hallway and the stairway, disappearing. "I think he was in my bathroom when I fell asleep in bed," Mia explained to James.

"Mia," James said, stopping her, "You don't have to explain."

"I know," she agreed. Shaking his head, she continued, "I woke up and he was kissing me, trying to take my shirt off, mumbling about primitives."

"God damn motherfucker," James nearly shouted, "I am so sorry."

"Not your fault," Mia said, wrapping her arms around herself. "Everyone's drunk. I just want to forget about it."

"Mia," James started, looking down at her, eyes full of concern.

"No James, I'm done for tonight," she shook her head. "I can't deal with more drunks."

"Not drunk," he argued, as he reached out and tucked a stray lock of dark hair behind her ear. "I had couple earlier," he admitted, "but I haven't touched anything since you came up here."

"James," she started.

"I'm sober," he told her, looking at her sincerely, "Can we please talk?"

Without a saying word, Mia studied him for a few long moments, before taking a deep breath and saying, "Ok," motioning to her bedroom, "inside, so we can have some privacy."

"Thank you," James said, stepping in to the room. He was grateful for the chance to explain and he wouldn't waste it…

Mia shut the door behind them….

**TBC**

**As always reviews are greatly appreciated!  
><strong>


End file.
